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	1. Chapter 1

(After the Change in the Game)

I don't own Bones.

Ooooooooooooooooooo

It surprised the hell out of him when he found out that Brennan loved to pull practical jokes on him. They'd been together for several weeks when he'd discovered that there was more to his Bones than met the eye. Peel back that serious scientist layer and there was definitely someone who loved jokes waiting to pounce on him.

After a long day, he'd arrived home to find his girlfriend in bed asleep. He'd been called in to handle a bank robbery across town and after tracking the robbery suspects down and making an arrest, Booth had finally found his way home. He was starving and after checking the fridge he'd found a small casserole with his name written on a label sticking to the plastic wrap covering the dish. Surprised and pleased at the thought of Brennan making him something special, he'd eagerly removed it from the fridge and popped the dish into the microwave.

The tantalizing aroma almost too much for a man who hadn't eaten for the last fourteen hours, Booth eagerly removed the dish from the microwave once it looked like it was hot enough. His stomach rumbling in protest, he'd grabbed a fork and sat down at the kitchen island. Saliva building in his mouth, he had to swallow before he took a bite of the enticing dish before him.

Once the first bite was in his mouth, he found the taste odd, but the melted provolone with the crushed tomatoes were so good he was willing to overlook the taste of the meat. Booth knew that Brennan liked to experiment in the kitchen and he put it down to some odd spices she was trying out.

Hungrily, he ate the entire casserole and felt full at last. The cold beer he'd had with his food had also hit the spot and he was in a very happy mood. Satisfied, he'd washed the casserole dish and fork and placed them on the drain board next to the sink. Tossing the empty bottle in the recycle bin, he turned off the lights in the kitchen and made his way to his bedroom. The room silent except for the sound of the air conditioner running, he leaned against the doorjamb and watched Brennan sleep for a few minutes, still in awe with the fact that he was in a relationship with her.

She stirred on the bed and pulled the blanket up to her chin, keeping her eyes closed the entire time. "Are you going to stand there and watch me sleep? It seems a terrible waste of time to me."

Moving across the room, Booth stopped next to the bed, removed his shoes and slid onto the mattress next to her. "I didn't mean to wake you up."

Her eyes now open, Brennan smiled at him. "I heard you come in and the smell of the casserole heating in the microwave kept me awake. I've been waiting for you to come to bed."

Unable to stop himself, Booth leaned closer and kissed her, his hand resting on her stomach. "I have to take a shower . . . want to join me?"

Quickly closing her eyes, Brennan let him know that wasn't going to happen. "I'm comfortable, Booth and I'm very clean. I don't need or want another shower."

Disappointed, Booth kissed her once more. "Okay Miss Grumpy, I'll be back in a few minutes." Once out of bed, he retrieved a pair of sweat shorts from the dresser and walked towards the bathroom. "Oh hey, thanks for the casserole. It was good."

Curious, Brennan opened her eyes and sat up. "So you liked it?"

Wary, Booth stopped in his tracks and turned to look at his partner. "Yes? . . . Why wouldn't I like it?"

With a little bit of nonchalance, Brennan shrugged her shoulders and tried to keep from smiling. "I made it with tofu."

His eyes mere slits, Booth pursed his lips together and noticed the way she hid the lower part of her face with her right hand. "There was no meat in that dish?"

Slowly, Brennan shook her head. "No, it was a vegetarian dish." Unable to stop herself, she laughed. "Gotcha Booth. You claim you don't like tofu and you ate tofu tonight."

Uncertain how to respond, Booth stared at her and finally realized that she had played a joke on him. "Did you play me? . . . You played me. What the hell, Bones. I've told you I'm a meat eater and I'm not going to give up meat for you or anyone else."

Her tittering laugh escaping from her, Brennan shook her head. "The other day you told me I would never be able to make you eat tofu and I took that as a challenge." Laughing once more, Brennan happily asked him, "How much did you eat? I bet you ate all of it didn't you? That is very funny because I did make you eat tofu, Booth. I made the dish with ingredients you like and you were unable to stop eating it. That's very funny."

Not amused in the least, Booth shook his head. "Ha Ha, Bones, very funny." With a slight shake of his head, he cocked his head to the side. "Just remember, you started this Bones."

Her smiled now gone, Brennan tried to understand what he meant. "I don't know what that means."

With a gleam in his eyes, Booth gave her a grim smile. "It means little Miss Practical Joker that what goes around comes around." Turning, he entered the bathroom and closed the door behind him.

"Wait . . . what does that mean, Booth?" Concerned that she was missing something, Brennan called out, "Booth what does that mean?"

The door suddenly opening, Booth leaned into the room shirtless. "It means that since you played a joke on me I can play one on you. Better watch your back Bones." His chuckle rather ominous, he closed the door once more.

Her eyes riveted on the closed door, Brennan realized that she may have started something she shouldn't have. "Well, I didn't foresee that."

Ooooooooooooooo

Is this interesting? Let me know. Thanks.


	2. Chapter 2

(After the Change in the Game)

Thank you for reviewing my story. I appreciate it.

I don't own Bones.

Oooooooooooooooooooooo

Her nerves were just a little on edge. Brennan had thought Booth would exact his revenge as soon as he could, but so far he hadn't tried to play a practical joke on her and she was beginning to resent it. He'd made himself quite clear he was going to get back at her and so far, nothing. It was just so annoying when he did things like that.

After meeting Booth at the Diner for lunch, Brennan had ordered iced tea and a Caesar salad. Once her drink was placed before her, she sipped it and blanched. "Booth what have you done with this drink? My tea is terrible."

Confused, Booth placed his cup of coffee down on the table and shook his head. "What do ya mean what did I do with your drink? Joan just gave you that drink. I didn't do anything with it."

Brennan wasn't sure if she believed him. It had been four days since she had tricked him into eating tofu and he had threatened to get her back. Surely this was his revenge. "Booth my tea tastes absolutely disgusting. I don't appreciate you using someone else to pull your practical joke. I thought it would be just between you and I."

Puzzled, Booth reached out and took the glass from Brennan's hand. After sipping the drink, Booth laughed. "Bones this is Dr. Pepper. Joan must have mixed up your drink order."

Just as he handed the glass back to Brennan, Joan arrived back at their table and handed Brennan a glass. "I'm so sorry Dr. Brennan. I gave you Special Agent White's drink instead of the tea you ordered. Here's a glass of tea. I'm sorry for the mix-up." Once she picked up the glass of Dr. Pepper, Joan left.

Cautiously sipping her drink, Brennan was relieved to find it was iced tea. "I thought you were playing a trick on me . . . When are you going to play your practical joke on me? You're taking too long."

Well aware that Brennan was getting annoyed with him for not following through on his threat, Booth shrugged his shoulders. "I don't know. I'm still thinking about it. You're a genius and . . . well I'm not, so it has to be pretty good." Shortly after she'd play her practical joke on him, he'd realized that Brennan had become suspicious of every little thing that went wrong in her day. He knew it was probably wrong, but he loved the fact that she was anxious while she was waiting for the ball to drop. The more jittery she became, the more he thought it was funny, so he had decided that he'd wait a while just to see what she'd do about it. _This is actually more fun that trying to think up a way to get her back._

Pleased at the compliment and yet annoyed that Booth couldn't seem to make up his mind how he wanted to fool her, Brennan sighed. "Booth, just get it over with. This waiting is very . . . annoying."

Chuckling, Booth tried not to laugh too loud. "Oh come on, Bones. How long did it take you to come up that trick of yours?"

"One day to think up how I would get you to eat tofu and three days to spring my trap." Brennan was honest and a little proud of herself. "I told you I'd get you to eat tofu Booth."

Still disgusted that he'd eaten an entire casserole made with tofu, Booth picked up his fork and filled it with Salisbury steak. ""Yeah, I got that Bones. It was really clever. Of course you do realize that from now on, I'm not going to trust anything you cook for me."

Brennan hadn't realized that Booth would take her trick to heart like that. "Booth, don't be that way. I promise not to do that again. I don't want you to distrust me like that. I just . . . when you told me I could never make you eat tofu, I took it as a challenge and I found it hard to resist. Now that I've accomplished what I set out to do and you've eaten a tofu meal then I'm completely satisfied and I won't repeat it."

Ashamed that he was making her uncomfortable, Booth reached across the table and captured her left hand. "I get it Bones, I guess I did set it up to make it look like I was daring you to try something. As long as I have your word that you will tell me if something is made with tofu then I'm good with it . . . Now eat your lunch we have an interview to get to in an hour."

Ooooooooooooooooo

Six days since she had played her practical joke on Booth and still, he hadn't played one on her. Beyond annoyed, Brennan arrived home and found her boyfriend sitting on the couch eating a caramel apple. After she dropped her purse on the couch, Brennan placed her hands on her hips and glared at the man. "Booth, I insist you spring your trap soon. It isn't fair to prolong it like you're doing."

The apple sweet and crunchy, Booth took another bite and slowly chewed it. Licking his lips after swallowing the juicy apple, Booth licked the caramel on the outside of the apple. "Don't get so bent out of shape Bones. I'm almost ready. I just have a little set up to do." Taking another bite, the crisp apple squirted a bit of juice as the skin was broken under the candy.

Settling down on the couch next to Booth, Brennan reached over and picked up a caramel apple sitting on a plate on the coffee table. Pointing it at her partner, she smiled. "Good, I'm sorry I played that trick on you and I'm glad you have finally chosen a joke to play on me. I hope it's soon. This is getting silly."

Just before he took another bite from his caramel apple, Booth pointed at the apple. "I thought you don't like candy. You tell me all the time it's junk food."

Shrugging her shoulders, Brennan stared at the candy coated apple and sighed. "That's true, but lately I've been craving candy and cookies. I think it's my pregnancy." Taking a bite, Brennan started to chew and realized that something was terribly wrong. As quickly as possible, she grabbed the plate the apple had been resting on and spit out her bite. "Booth . . . Booth this is not a caramel apple."

Desperately trying not to laugh, Booth nodded his head and took the caramel covered onion from her hand. "I never said it was . . . gotcha!" Unable to hold it in, Booth laughed at the expression on her face. "Paybacks a bitch, Bones."

Her eyes mere slits, Brennan watched as Booth took another bite from his caramel apple. "I see . . . very good Booth. Your ruse worked . . . I hope we are finished with our practical jokes now."

After he swallowed his bite of apple, Booth handed her the rest of his apple so she could finish it. "Of course, Bones."

Oooooooooooooooo

I hope you liked this one. This practical joke came from mendenbar.


End file.
